The Son of the Evening Star

And for Oweenee, the faithful!
Strangely, too, was she transfigured.
Changed into a weak old woman,
With a staff she tottered onward,
Wasted, wrinkled, old, and ugly!                      85
And the sisters and their husbands
Laughed until the echoing forest
Rang with their unseemly laughter.
But Osseo turned not from her,
Walked with slower step beside her,                  90
Took her hand, as brown and withered
As an oak-leaf is in Winter,
Called her sweetheart, Nenemoosha,
Soothed her with soft words of kindness,
Till they reached the lodge of feasting,               95
Till they sat do\rci in the wigwam,
Sacred to the Star of Evening,
To the tender Star of Woman.
Wrapt in visions, lost in dreaming,
At the banquet sat Osseo;                                  100
All were merry, all were happy,
All were joyous but Osseo.
Neither food nor drink he tasted,
Neither did he speak nor listen,
But as one bewildered sat he,                             105
Looking dreamily and sadly,
First at Oweenee, then upward
At the gleaming sky above them.
Then a voice was heard, a whisper,
Coming from the starry distance,                       i so
Coming from the empty vastness,
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